August Leaves by Footman, Jennifer
nities are a reality, not just a right in 
development trends. 
Pamela Sayne is a housing activist and a 
community educator, learner, and re- 
searcher. She teaches in Women 'sStudies 
at the University of Toronto, Scarborough 
College and is a BwrdMember of Women 
and Environments Education and Devel- 
opment (WEED). 
References 
Canadian Woman Studies 11 (2). 
Environment and Development in the 
U.SA. Highlander Center, 1992. 
Franklin, Ursula. TheReal World of Tech- 
nology. Toronto: c~cEnterprises, 1990. 
Mies, Maria. Patriarchy and Accumula- 
tion on a World Scale. London: Zed 
Books, 1986. 
New Partnerships Building for the Fu- 
ture. Ottawa: The Canadian Associa- 
tion of Housing and Renewal Officials 
and The International Council on So- 
cial Welfare-Canada, 1987. 
Sayne, Pamela. "Ideology as Law: Is There 
Room for Difference in the Right to 
Housing?" Conference presentation. 
Shelter, Women andDevelopment: First 
and Third World Perspectives. Ann 
Arbour: University of Michigan, May 
1992. 
Shiva, Vandana. The Seed and the Earth: 
Technology and the Colonization of 
Regeneration. Miami: World Women's 
Congress for a Healthy Planet, 1991. 
United Nations. GlobalReport on Human 
Settlements, 1986. New York: Oxford 
University Press, 1987. 
Waring, Marilyn.ZfWomen Counted New 
York: Harper and Row, 1988. 
Women and Shelter Group. Shelter for 
Us. Bombay, 1987. 
Women's Action Agenda 21. New York: 
World Women's Congress Report, 
1992. 
World Bank. World BankAnnual Report, 
1992. Geneva, 1993. 
JENNIFER FOOTMAN 
August Leaves 
Curse those thick oaks! 
Too much alive, as if ready to pull roots, 
lift branches and take off to pastures new. 
Me, tired in my tedious summer 
know those leaves too heavy to live. 
This damned energy pumped through full veins 
goes nowhere but round and round, round and round. 
Trees should know gravity will pull them down 
level with the earth. Ashen 
trunks stand dumb and leaves rot. 
God, I'm tired of this cliche. 
My bones dry in black vacuums and the vests 
I weave from my hair serrate my skin. 
My teeth loosen and fall from my head, 
my nails burn hole in wood 
and my eyes are blank white marbles. 
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